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Author's Notes: 
Takes place a little after Transferal; won\'t make as much sense if you haven\'t read that one. Written for a 


prompt of \"spreader bars.\" Warning for D/s. 
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Steel closed around Billie's ankles and he smiled faintly at the touch of metal, pre-warmed by his Master's 
hands. He folded, face pressing against the hotel mattress, obediently following the quiet directions and 
stretching his arms behind him, his hands bracketing his feet. 


A second set of shackles fastened around his wrists and Billie tensed, realising that he had zero mobility left, 
locked as he was into the spreader bar. 


"Mike?" he whispered. 


"Right here, baby. l'm not going anywhere," his lover soothed, gentle fingers stroking over Billie's naked body. He 
relaxed under the familiar touch. He'd been restrained many times before but this equipment was new and Billie 
wasn't sure how he felt about the absolute helplessness it imposed on him, forced into a tight kneel with his 
knees spread and his ass raised up. 


Tension of a different kind began to build as slick fingers danced over his exposed hole, teasing until he groaned 
out a plea and then slowly, efficiently, those fingers eased him open, readying his body and his psyche for what 


was to come. 


Finally his Dom swept a soft towel over him, wiping away any trace of sweat, leaving him pristine and prepared 


for his visitor. Or so he thought, until Mike leaned in close to murmur directly into his ear. 


"This is your last appointment for a while, boy, because this is going to push you and push you hard. You think 
you're helpless now, trapped in steel with your ass wide open? In another minute, you're also gonna be wearing 
a full sensory-deprivation hood. Everything but your pretty mouth will be covered” 


One long finger pressed against his lips and reflexively Billie Joe sucked, a hard shudder going through him at 


the next words. 


"You won't be able to tell whats coming and you won't be able to stop it when it does. You never have sight, 
but you won't have sound, either; touch is the only sense that's going to mean anything and this guy is going 


to overwhelm you." 


Billie whimpered when the finger withdrew to paint wet lines on his erection, cock already full and aching from 
the filthy images being urged into his mind, skin awakening to searing sensitivity at the dark promises. That 
teasing hand closed around him and stroked, oh so lightly, barely felt except for the rougher places on 
fingertips and palm that taunted him as his hips tried to help, tried to thrust, but were capable only of a little 
squirming and shaking in place. When he was thoroughly revved, moans falling heedless from an open mouth, 
the towel passed over his form again and then the scent of leather engulfed him as the opening of the hood 
pressed against his skull. 


His body locked when it shut out his already limited vision and Mike pulled it back from his ear, whispering, 
"What's your safeword, boy?" 


"Blue." The answer fell out immediately and his readiness was praised with several sweet kisses. 


"Remember it, and remember that I'll be here the whole time, watching to make sure you're okay. Right in the 


room.” 


Billie nodded, calming some but clearly not enough for his Dom. Fingers pressed inside him insistently, pleasure 
cascading through him, and the voice at his ear became rough and dirty, spinning him back out into space. 


"American idiot goes for $18.98 on Amazoncom now, did you know that? Do you know what else went for 


$18.98? This, boy. This pretty little ass that my hand is fucking right now." 


Air sobbed out of him in shocked disbelief, twisting into needy moans at the clinking sound of what could only 
be coins, dropped onto the faux wood surface of the bedside table. 


"That's right, Billie Joe. Its a one-time special deal for a special person and tonight you're not just a blindfolded 
slut. You're a bona fide whore. And you'll do whatever it is you're being paid to do." 


The hood came down, shutting out everything when it was pulled tight and fastened beneath his chin. He licked 
the edges around his mouth, tasting the leather as his brain simply quit, thoughts of anything but the arousal 
singing through him had been destroyed by the muttered words and the undiminishing echo of the sound of 
money. His body pulsed in awareness, brought already to the edge of need. 


Too far gone from his Master's thorough preparation to be anything but ready to be fucked, used, abused and 
discarded for less than twenty dollars - and too shamefully aroused by it all to even consider safewording - 
Billie waited, anticipating the unpredictable, wanting it with a keen desperation that kept him poised for anything, 


from whomever it was that Mike deemed special enough to degrade him so completely. 


